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	1. Chapter 1

**Hellooo, welcome to this story I guess!**

**I haven't written in awhile and I thought this up because ghosts are pretty neat and cliches like, oh I dunno, teenage group of buddies checking out a haunted house because of urban legends that are 'pft totally not real' with murder and shit. Yep.**

**Enjoy pastafarians and let me know if you like this story too!**

* * *

><p>"This seems like a bad idea, Gil." Antonio said rubbing his arm from a stray branch scraping him. He liked the outdoors but all the spiky wilderness around them wasn't very comfortable.<p>

"We're nearly there," the German said frustrated at his friends whining. He turned slightly to face Antonio "who knows maybe we could find out where the bodies are kept." He made a stereotypically spooky voice to match. Francis sighed, blonde hair a mess from getting hit a couple times in the head by low branches.

"It isn't something to joke about, I mean Feliciano's his brother…"

"Yeah but he doesn't even know him! Its fine if we poke around anyways, the cops even said it never happened in this place! Aha!" Gilbert exclaimed finding the house they were searching for. The Spaniard of the group inspected the outside of the two story house. The outside looked a lot like all the other houses in the neighbourhood, excluding the newer or rebuild ones, with it most definitely having been built in the late 70's to 80's. He also noticed the long driveway that probably led to the rod nearby.

"You idiot, we could've followed the road here." Francis whined.

"Well I didn't know! There's probably a fence or something…" Gilbert defended lamely. While those two were bickering Antonio made his way a little closer looking into the window. The house seemed so eerie, murders or not. He shook his head thinking it was just his fears messing with him. That was when he saw eyes staring back at him.

"U-Uh, Gil somebody lives here already." He poked his friend to grab his attention.

"What? That bull, the place is abandoned."

"But—"he looked back seeing nothing. Maybe they moved from the window? Or…

"Nobody would want to buy this house, Toni. Unless you're seeing shit." Gilbert's eyes lit up. "Holy shit! You're a medium!" Francis slapped the back of his head.

"Stop that nonsense you'll scare the poor thing." His eyes looked at Antonio mischievously. "Unless the ghost was cute?"

"Um, never mind. I'm just tired today." Antonio laughed with a little less confidence. He already didn't like this place. Then again this was supposedly the same house Feliciano's brother got killed so it was understandable why Antonio didn't want to 'explore' unlike Gilbert and even Francis who was reluctant but still didn't see it as much as a horror story as his hair.

"When was this place last lived in?" Francis asked as they made it to the front door. There were a couple of dead plants at the front door and a rusted chair with a broken plastic table.

"Uhhhh, like twenty years ago." Gilbert stopped messing with the door to count on his fingers. "19 years actually. The cops gave up on the place and the guy moved out to go to his home country." Gilbert sighed when he couldn't use a bobby pin on the door. "Well, people say that, others say he moved to Arizona… Shit, let's just break a window instead."

"We can't just break a window after one failed attempt, we could get arrested or something…" Francis explained. "You're so quick to give up." Gilbert huffed.

"Go find a back door or something, Toni. I'll look for a rock we can use if that fails." Antonio nodded and followed the path leading the back of the house. His feet dragged across the ground not wanting to be too quick to find a way in. Once he found the door he was looking for it took very little time to know there was no way in through there. The screen door was locked and probably the main door not wanting to open either.

"This is dumb…" he sighed kicking a rock. "I could've been taking a siesta…" he yawned jumping down the three steps feet hitting the overgrown grass. His head snapped to a click out of instinct. He stared at the window beside the door waiting for something to happen before he realised that was the lock on it. He looked up at it, standing on his tippy toes, and opened it.

"Weird..." Was the only thing he could say as he tried to find a reason as to why that had just happened. Knowing that his friends were waiting and impatient he used his upper body strength to lift himself through the window, he wished he paid more attention to gym at this point in time as he realised he didn't get the best marks in that class and it showed. With a thump on the dirty carpet he got a good look of the interior. Terrible flowery wallpaper and gross looking carpet wasn't the best first impression but the furniture looked quite nice with a bookshelf with books still in it to the wall beside the couch, an antique couch facing the wall with the back door, a glass coffee table and a TV set up. It was as if somebody just got up and left with nothing untouched, however it did seem like there were some more things in the room that were taken with him he found it strange that he'd left the books too, maybe he just couldn't be bothered?

"Fuck this, I'm breaking a window." He heard Gilbert say from outside.

"Wait!" Antonio yelled going towards the door. He unlocked every one of the three locks before letting his friends in.

"Finally, I thought that you were banging the ghost for a second." Gilbert said throwing the rock in his hand behind him.

"I was just… Looking around."

"Aw, no fair, you already saw before us." Gilbert whined. "At least we're inside now, it better than sweating." Francis said making a disgusted face at the wallpaper. "I retract that last statement."

"I only had a look at the living room, nothing else. The place seems boring…" Antonio said as Gilbert started to inspect basically everything in sight.

"We don't know that! Go upstairs or something if you're bored." Antonio shrugged and went up the stairs expecting nothing more than he'd already seen. He remembered that guy in the window suddenly making his steps cautiously like the same guy would attack him with a baseball bat thinking he's a burglar. He opened a door leading to a bathroom, feeling a chill run up his spine. He didn't like this house at all.

Closing the door he looked at another opening it to find a bedroom. It was like there was an AC in the house, or really just this room, which made no sense to Antonio considering it was hot outside. He went to check out the drawers in the wardrobe seeing nothing but some smaller clothes.

"Fucking finally!" Antonio nearly jumped out of his skin hearing a voice he'd never heard before. He didn't want to turn around afraid of what he'd see.

"I know you can hear me, you saw me in the window, right?" That was when he turned around to see the same face I saw in the window. This time he could see the intense hazel eyes of who I assumed to be none other than murder victim Lovino Vargas.


	2. Chapter 2

**Hi, guys. Hope you continue reading this story!**

**Enjoy Pastafarians, tell me if you like what I'm doing if you want =3**

* * *

><p>"Helloooo? You better not be brain dead or some shit or I'm fucked." The teen said waving a hand in front of Antonio.<p>

"I-I d-didn't know F-Feliciano had another b-brother, haha…" Antonio reasoned in his mind that surely Feliciano had two brothers that just so happened to look just like each other with one being all over the news, right?

"Feliciano?" Lovino questioned. "Nope, just me. Now I realise you're scared shitless, understandable, but as long as you're in my house," he gestured around the room. "You shouldn't be scared because there's nobody but me and it's been that way for years."

"You… You're really…" Antonio shook his head. "This isn't real, I mean, y-you're supposed to be dead!"

"And I am." Lovino deadpanned. "You retarded or something? No offense but you know…" Lovino huffed when Antonio didn't answer. "It's been forever since I've seen someone so close. I thought you could help me but that might take a while."

"W-What do you mean?" Antonio asked still in disbelief. The circumstances were only heard of on those Halloween specials talking about ghosts and haunting stories.

"I mean I think you're the most capable to… To just help me get out. I don't want to be here anymore. I just thought maybe you could come here without them and help me get out-"

"Well I don't want to be here either." Antonio said. "Why would I come back? You c-could kill me! Or possess me!"

"Jesus, I knew Americans would be nothing but idiots but you're the worst." Antonio ignored the fact he thought he was American and thought of how strange this… Ghost. Was. He was like a normal guy to be fair just much more… Cold and well, the obvious.

"Toni! You find anything?!" he heard Gilbert yell from downstairs. Lovino looked at Antonio seeing what he'd do. The stare off went for a few intimidating seconds before Antonio shouted back.

"N-Not yet!"

"Good choice." He heard Lovino whisper. Antonio felt as if a weight had lifted off his shoulders, now there was another weight being put back on his shoulders.

"Hear me out." Lovino started. "I've been stuck hear for too long, for once I actually want to see my parents. That's saying something, right? Have you even met them? You'd know if you did—"

"They're pretty nice actually." Antonio said kind of confused at what Lovino must have seen in them. He remembered the cannoli Feliciano's mother made for them while he was over and how his dad was really cool talking about his youth.

"Y-You met them?" Lovino asked full of questions. "H-How are they? Are t-they… Are they bad?"

"Um, no? Last time Feliciano had me over it was all good."

"Oh…" Lovino's voice dropped slightly. "That's… That's good I guess…" he cleared his throat. "Now who's this Feliciano?"

"He's—"

"Toni! We're going now, it's so boring here!" Gilbert shouted from the bottom of the staircase.

"What a waste." Francis sighed.

"I need to go now…" Antonio said slipping away as cautiously as possible. Lovino grabbed him by the wrist causing him to jump.

"Come back tomorrow or I'll curse you or some shit. Tell me about everything that's happened." Antonio guessed that meant come here early. Which meant less sleep. He gulped and wondered if he really wanted to commit to this, he was just going to help him get what's happened after nineteen years and then open a door for him to leave, right? Give or take a few hours of his time, this ghost Lovino should be out of his hair for the rest of his life making everything go back to normal.

Anything to wake up from this nightmare.

Antonio couldn't sleep at all the night that followed after the first meeting. As anybody wouldn't be able to after the supernatural contacted them. Lovino Romano Vargas, victim of a murder nobody knew the answers to talked to him and told him to meet him again. Antonio found himself pulling out his laptop and looking up everything about the boy. All the theories and all the facts, as little as there were.

"Ran away and never came back…" he read to himself. "Died in 1996, no specific date available." He guess he could technically just ask Lovino what happened and the case could be solved. Evidence could be an issue though, he'd look crazy going to police saying he knew everything about a case the cops gave up on. Antonio stumbled across something a little more interesting.

"A letter addressing what the killer had done, excluding details, was sent to the parents… That's a little bit of a morbid closure for them." He thought to himself. They seemed quite well now that they had another son who was now fifteen and going to their high school. They were friends, Feliciano probably didn't even know about his brother apart from the fact he's a part of that legend nonsense going around. Antonio found it quite tragic, a younger brother of someone you've never met and as much as he hated his older brother he didn't know how he'd feel if he was never around in his life. The teen rubbed his eyes.

"It's too late for this…" he said shutting down his laptop and placing it on the side table lazily. His mother told him off sometimes for being too careless with the thing, she threatened she wouldn't buy another if it broke from something preventable. When Antonio lied back down he stared up at the ceiling trying to count sheep but instead reverting back to the thoughts of killers and theories. No body was found, maybe it was buried somewhere remote. There were a few suspects but they all seemed to be in the clear. No witnesses. Antonio let out a frustrated moan pulling the covers close to his head thinking of normal things teenagers think about instead of death and murder.

The night was going to be a long and annoying for the poor Spaniard.

* * *

><p>Antonio decided following the road on his bike was a better idea rather than going through the forestry and getting bruised up by the wilderness that had a vendetta against him. He walked up to the front door finding it was locked and knocked on it calling out.<p>

"Lovino!" he waited and waited until the door swung open showing a shorter Italian through the screen door which soon became unlocked as well.

"Get in." was all he said. Antonio smiled slightly, he had gotten used to the idea of him being dead and more fearful of what Lovino was going to request to 'get him out', but first would come the explanations of how life had passed by. They went into the living room to start talking.

"Sit, I've… Tried tiding up as best I can. I haven't had a reason to before."

"That's… Nice."

"It's more for my dignity than my generosity." He clarified. "I can't make any food, unless you want nineteen-year-old festering food not even I want to touch." Antonio shook his head.

"Good, let's get to business then." Lovino sat next to him on the couch.

"Who is Feliciano?"

"He's you brother." Lovino's eyes widened. "A brother?" he asked as if it wasn't true. Antonio nodded.

"He's fifteen." Lovino huffed.

"So it takes them, what? Five years or some shit to forget." He crossed his arms. "Typical."

"I don't think they forgot… More like, moving on but they're too hurt to talk about you." Lovino didn't seem too moved by that with his face still fixed in annoyance and betrayal.

"Whatever… W-What's he like?" Lovino asked ignoring what was said before like it never happened.

"Very bubbly. He draws a lot and plays football with us sometimes."

"Not that American crap I hope."

"No, no like soccer football." Lovino let out a sigh of relief.

"Good… That's good." Lovino looked at Antonio. "How… Close are you and him?"

"Close. I guess. I mean it's not like my friends that showed up with me but he's nice."

"A kind heart… That's probably from grandpa, you know he took care of me the first time I wanted to run away? I didn't do it then but he came over and took me in so I wouldn't get hurt or nothing. He wasn't there the second time though." He sighed. "Look, you're here for a reason."

"Other than Feliciano?"

"Of course not, dumbass." Antonio didn't want to tell him he was kidding.

"Well, what else?"

"Me! I'm lost alright? No map can help us either so we have to make our own." Lovino turned to Antonio. "You need to help me, you're the first person I've seen in nineteen fuckin' years and the first person who has actually seen me."

"I'll help you."

Lovino looked a little taken aback, it was that easy?

"This could be hard work, even I don't know where my body is."

"I'll help." Antonio said smiling. "You're actually not that bad once you get past the whole dead thing."

"Uh, thanks…" Lovino blushed. "Look I'm not sure of a lot of things, I'm hard to work with too so just bear with me— "

"I said I'll help you." The Spaniard repeated. "I'll work as hard as I can, alright? I've already gotten myself too far in to just leave anyways by coming here." Lovino let himself smile for a few seconds before going back to his normal expression.

"Alright, if you're so serious I'm going to let you see what I've been doing for so long."

* * *

><p>"There's an attic here?" Antonio had completely missed that part of the house; Gilbert would kill him if he knew he'd missed a part that would've been the slightest bit interesting.<p>

"This was one of my favourite parts of the house. My house didn't have one so I thought it was cool." Lovino said jumping to pull the ladder stairs down. Antonio chuckled to himself at house short he was. The pair climbed upstairs to the attic, Antonio had already named it 'The Attic of Secrets' like it was a Harry Potter book. A window facing the backyard was shining light in the otherwise dark room on a suitcase with bits of paper on it.

"Jesus, it's a mess up here, I never really go up here anymore." Lovino said sitting down at the suitcase. "Well, come over here." Antonio stepped towards Lovino to see what he was shuffling around. Paper with writing on it, newspapers and photographs.

"Ignore the photos, I just like them."

"Is that you?" Antonio asked taking one. A few other people were in it smiling at the camera in football jerseys.

"I played football after school, that was taken just before my friend was moving so it was something we all got a copy of." Antonio found Lovino at the front next to a girl, for once he was actually looking pretty happy.

"Is this your friend?" he asked. "The one you're next to?"

"She wasn't the one moving, the other one, his name is Matthew. The girl is Femke, they were my best friends." Lovino sighed. "When _he_ got mad at me he started throwing my shit out so I hid the rest in here. I'm pretty proud of myself since not even the police found them. I kind of wish they did, maybe it could've been evidence I was here." Lovino picked up a notebook. "Here." Antonio took the book and looked through the writings.

"Are these notes?"

"Yes, sometimes I remember things but I usually forget them so I write it down. It's like I'm there again, it's just weird. Nowadays it's always the same shit so I don't know where to go on."

"So we could use this?" he nodded.

"I have all sorts of things. I've even got articles from when the paper still came; I threw away the ones that I disproved though."

"You really planned this, didn't you?" Lovino sighed.

"It's all I've really got to be honest." Lovino pulled out another photo of an older man drinking coffee at in a dining room.

"I forgot about this one. This is when I was staying at grandpa's. He had this old ass camera that only shot black and white. He said it was from his father, apparently that was the same camera he met my great-grandmother with, she got pissed at him for taking pictures of random ladies and nearly broke the thing." He frowned. "I kept all these photos, but _he_ threw them away though, maybe even burnt them or some shit."

"Interesting family you have." Antonio laughed trying to make Lovino look less sad. "She sounds like you to be honest, I would've liked to see those pictures."

"Shut up, I wouldn't be too impressed at a random guy taking a picture of me too. She looked beautiful then though so it's a good thing she was or grandpa probably wouldn't be around." Lovino fumbled around before grabbing a piece of loose paper.

"Ah, this is something that could help too. Well not really… It's kind of vague, I don't remember when I wrote them down but I think this is what it is." Lovino held up a list of areas and even states of where he could've been.

"What's with the states?"

"He travelled around a lot, told me some weird shit too when he came home." Antonio read over some of them.

"Like what?"

"'You'd be comfortable there.', 'You'd get used to it' shit like that. Maybe it's just creepy now."

"It's something, it's the details that count, right? At least I thing that how cops do it, I've only really watch CSI to know."

"Well the cops didn't help me so that's why we're doing it ourselves." Antonio sat down on the other side of the suitcase. He had to say for a dead guy Lovino looked rather alive with the sun shining on him. His eyes looked much more vibrant with golds and green becoming the brightest things in the bland room.

"They never caught the fucker." Lovino said out of nowhere. "I watched his ass get away with everything when the cops came, when he put all his shit in a bag and left for Arizona."

"So he really did go there?"

"Well, that's what he said. Truth be told he could've gone anywhere by now. Texas, Florida, Michigan, Wyoming… Fuck, he could've gone to Russia for all I know."

"That where he's from?"

"No. It was a joke. He wasn't American that's for sure, not Russian though, somewhere from Greece? I don't know he went on about that place sometimes. I don't know much about him." He huffed. "Never mind, I don't want to talk about him now. I'm throwing everything off now." He searched for something else interesting to keep his mind off of things. Green moved to his hands as Antonio realised how nice they looked. He shook his mind of that, it was strange to think something like that right? Seriously though they were so small and dainty! They looked as if he hadn't worked a day in his life, unlike his where they were calloused from working in the garden all the time.

"Antonio?"

"Hm?" he answered returning from his trance.

"You can go if you're bored… It isn't the best way to be spending your day."

"It's the weekend, it doesn't matter." Antonio smiled. "I was really scared of you before but now I know you're harmless to me. Apart from the insults."

"That's… Nice… Thanks I guess." Lovino shrugged. "I haven't really heard anything like that from anyone for a long time." He picked up another photo.

"Oh, this one is my favourite." He gave it to Antonio. "I went to Matthew's and we took a bunch of pictures of ourselves."

"You took selfies?" Antonio laughed. They were pulling their own funny faces.

"Selfies?"

"Right, nineties… Uh, a bunch of people do this stuff now. It's called that." Antonio pulled out his phone. "Here." Antonio pulled up images under the search 'selfie' and giving the device to Lovino who just stared at it.

"These people look like idiots." He said. "I mean we knew it was stupid but these people look like they think they're hot shit." Antonio laughed.

"That's how it works I guess. You can look at other stuff on there, videos too. Basically anything is on the internet!"

"Internet? This is a computer? They got smaller…"

"It's a phone, but now they have the internet on them too! You just gotta hold your thumb on the screen and drag around, you press your thumb to click on stuff too." Lovino tested it out and ended up on the search bar with letters showing up.

"You can look up music if you want. Just type it in and press enter." Lovino thought for a moment and typed something in.

"Oh my god is that a video?"

"Yeah?"

"I used to have the biggest crush on him! Scratch that I still do." Antonio leaned over the suitcase.

"Kurt Cobain?"

"Yes! How do I play it?"

"Just press your thumb on the thumbnail."

"What?"

"I mean the picture."

"Tch, should've just said so dummy." He did as directed and watched the video that Antonio noted as 'Smells Like Teen Spirit'. Antonio didn't have the heart to tell him he died so he kept his mouth shut. Even if Lovino was dead himself he probably hasn't gotten over the crush thing.

"Matthew liked Nirvana too but he also had Backstreet Boys' shit too so I think he was betraying me." He said halfway through the song as his eyes were glued to the screen.

"So you and Matthew were really close, huh?"

"Yeah, he and I weren't that popular to be honest. His brother was but he was more reserved so we hung out together instead since I didn't have anyone too. We liked Femke a lot though so we let her hang out with us too." He looked up at me as the song ended. "You would've liked her, I'm not sure what happened to her but you're pretty alike." He sighed.

"Let's just continue I guess." He said going straight back to looking over some bits of forgotten information.

* * *

><p>"It's getting kind of late." Antonio said. Lovino frowned.<p>

"You're going to come back right?" Antonio nodded.

"Of course, I'll bring some things next time too you can use when you're bored too— "

"This isn't for fun, bastard. This is for a reason." Lovino clarified.

"I know, I know. We can still have fun too though, you seem kind of bored of the same old things, we could play football if you wanted to." Lovino didn't seem to mind after he mentioned his favourite sport. "I have a few other things you could use as well when you're bored but they're also kind of boring like board games and cards… Oh! I could bring my laptop and I can show you some movies I downloaded! Don't tell my parents I do that though or it'll be taken away."

"Idiot I can't tell anybody shit… Whatever I guess… Bring that future phone though 'cause I want to see more Kurt Cobain." Lovino ordered.

"Okay! I'll see you tomorrow, we'll have fun and work." Antonio smiled. Lovino nodded and blushed.

"Thank you." He coughed. "For um, this. Again. Yeah… Go home now, you dick."

Antonio didn't take offense to the insult. In the short time he knew Lovino he figured out he lied a lot when it came to insults and threats. Going out the front door and waving goodbye to the frown of Lovino he got on his bike and followed the path to the road. Lovino seemed complicated to Antonio as well as eerily alive. He knew he was dead, yet he acted like anybody else he knew. Maybe it was just a way Antonio was coping having a ghost in his life, making him more real rather than something from his imagination, an imagination that touched him and talked to him. Antonio focused on the road when he got there making sure not to stray in front of cars or anything dangerous like that. Tomorrow he'd be playing football and watching illegally downloaded movies everybody nowadays had already seen or heard of with the ghost of a teen that died somewhere in '96.

For some reason Antonio didn't mind that idea.

* * *

><p><strong>To be continued... Some shit will go down...<strong>


End file.
